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Features Editor §. 


Lifespring ain't 


worth a thing 


 That’s the word from a Berkeley writer 
who went through a five day “human 
growth” seminar that sometimes 
resembled brainwashing. 


A while back, when I was faced with an important career 
choice, a friend urged me to take Lifespring training before 


‘’ making my decision. He said Lifespring had changed his life, 


which seemed true. He had been a tense and nervous man, a 
chain smoker who drank 15 cups of coffee a day. Now he 
appeared calm and self-assured. He quit cigarettes and 
coffee. 

Lifespring Basic Training, one of the diverse businesses in 
the human potential movement, purports to be for “healthy 
people who want to grow.” Like its better known competitor, 
erhard seminars training (est), it is a series of !ectures, 
“sharings” with the group, and exercises. 

Lifespring’s founder and president John Hanley once told 


an assistant that “est is like Listerine and Lifespring is like |. 


Scope.’’ Hanley worked with est founder Werner Erhard at 
Mind Dynamics, another personal growth business, before 
each went his way. 

Although I had always been skeptical of such groups, I 
signed up. The price for 50 hours spread over five days was 
$250, with a. money-back guarantee for the dissatisfied. 
Hanley says “probably less than one percent” of his 35,000 
customers have asked for a refund. I was to be included in that 
number. 

On a Wednesday evening in a San Francisco hotel meeting 
room, I looked around at the 110 other.people in my group 
and was reassured. They looked normal enough. Most 
seemed to be in their 20s and 30s, and by their clothes they 
looked middle or upper-middle class. 

A trainer (there are two trainers with six assistants) 
explained this was an authoritarian system, with two trainers 
in complete control. We were to follow instructions and obey 
rules. We agreed. 

No one could leave the room during the training. The room 
was windowless and watches or clocks were not allowed. 
Time became an undifferentiated flow, and the training began 
to seem like the only reality. We slept only four or five hours a 
night. The trainer later acknowledged that the sleep depri- 
vation was deliberate, to make us less dependent on our 
rational minds. 

We plunged into five days on an emotional roller coaster. 
When I finally got off, I decided it had been a shoddy and 
dangerous ride. 

In one early exercise, for example, we paired off with 
partners and sat opposite them. The lights were lowered and 
we listened, with eyes closed, while the trainer talked about a 
perfect childhood day. 

We were told to return in our minds to such a day and 
remember that carefree feeling, the games we played, our 
favorite dinner, and the love of parents. Then we were asked 
to remember our father’s faces. Suddenly, from the speakers 
around the room came a sentimental song crooning about 
“Dad.” 
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I opened my eyes in surprise—I couldn’t believe they were 
using such cheap devices to manipulate such a response. To 
my utter astonishment, however, I heard a few people in the 
room crying. It became contagious as the trainer said 
repeatedly, ““Get into it, let your feelings flow, don’t hold 
back.” The room was soon filled with the sounds of 100 
people sobbing and shrieking. 

In the days that followed we were told continuously that the 
major obstacle to self growth is a stubborn clinging to “Fixed 
Beliefs and Values.” We were urged to re-examine our fixed 
beliefs and, if possible, to reject them. 

The trainers were explicit about the Lifespring beliefs. One 
is that emotion and intuition, not intelligence, are the valuable 
determinants of human behavior. 

Another is that there is no ultimate truth or reality. A 
Lifespring person will never disagree with anything. Instead, 
he or she will say, “I’m open to that, but my experience has 
been...” 

“During World War II the Allies thought they were right, 
and the Axis powers thought they were right,” one of the 
trainers said. “Germany and J..pan surrendered, received 
American aid, and are now powerful countries.” That was 


' conclusive proof, he said, that there is no ultimate right or 


wrong. 

Yet one side in that war had murdered six million people in 
concentration camps. I am sorry to report that neither I nor 
anyone else challenged the trainer’s words. 

According to Lifespring, selfishness governs every hurnan ° 
action. People may perform generous or altruistic acts, but 
their motive is always selfish—to feel superior or self- 
righteous. Trainees were encouraged to act on their selfishness. 

A middle-aged woman screamed into the microphone at 
one point that she hated her ex-husband because he no longer 
wanted their teenaged son to live with them. She said her 
former husband wanted to “dump” the son on her to care for, 
and she didn’t want him. 

The trainer asked her why she was “‘afraid” to throw her 
son out on the street, which is what she really wanted to do. 
The trainer concluded, on the basis of her hesitant replies, 
that she had a “‘martyr complex” and probably always would. 
“You would rather be right and unhappy than wrong and 
happy,” he said. The woman agreed and took her seat. 

In the Lifespring world, each person must accept total 
responsibility for everything in his life. If you’re poor, for 
example, it’s your own fault. The only barriers to getting more 
money are such beliefs as: I don’t deserve it; there is 
something slightly evil about money; it’s easier for a camel to 
pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to pass 
through the gates of Heaven. 

To dramatize this, the trainer staged a “victim contest.” 
Three people who considered themselves victims volunteered 
to compete. 


Continued on page 14 


Cy on a Hill has matured during its sometimes turbulent 16 years—from the original two sheets to the present weekly 
average of 32 pages. There were the usual problems associated with growth; some of our judgements were specious, some of 
our inquiry dubious, some of our photos too dark, and—true of all newspapers—these failings will undoubtably continue. City 
on a Hill is the collective work of the nearly 60 people listed—students who care about the university we study at and the city 
we live in. And when people care about something, they may disagree with others who are also concerned. 

But throughout the checkered history of this paper, we have always been grateful for the support given to us by you, the 
readers. Without your interest we would have nothing, and without your criticism, we probably wouldn't have the sense to 
change.:So, in the spirit of the winter holidays, we wish to celebrate with you. To a prosperous new year and decade! 


The Staff 


‘Wild Things 


by Michael Harris 


The only wild turkeys seen in Santa Cruz are on the labels 
of liquor bottles. Michael Harris is a freelance writer living 
in New Hampshire. 


Benjamin Franklin saw them as “‘the noblest, most intelli- 
gent and respectable” American bird, and urged that the 
turkey replace the bald eagle as the official symbol of the 
United States. 

Now, after an absence of more than a century, the Eastern 
wild turkey, Maleagris gallapavo silvestris, has returned to 
the northeastern wilderness and is thriving. It may well 
become a symbol of a new ecological consciousness. 

New Hampshire, where the last wild turkey vanished in 
1854, now has more than a thousand of the birds distributed 
in several areas, and Connecticut and Massachuesetts have 
up to 2000 each. Vermont has an estimated 10,000 and since 
1973 has allowed a limited hunting season. ' 

According to Ted Walski, a New Hampshire Fish and 
Game Department biologist who has been working for five 
years to restore populations of these native birds throughout 
the Granite State, the turkey is now firmly re-established. 

In 1969, the state gave 25 native fishers (similar to minks) 
to West Virginia in an effort to re-establish the feisty 
furbearing predator in the Appalachian mountain region. The 
fisher is one of the few creatures that prey on porcupines. An 
exploding porcupine population was stripping the trees in 
large woodland areas and posing a threat to the West Virginia 


forest where some wild turkeys still lived. In return for the 


fishers, West Virginia wildlife officials sent 26 wild turkeys to 
New Hampshire. 

The turkeys were released in Pawtuckaway State Park, and 
by the fall of 1970, the flock had increased to about 60. Then 
came one of the worst winters of the 20th Century. Prolonged 
cold spells, deep snows, and icy crusts prevented the birds 
from scratching the ground for food and the flock was 
decimated. 

Early in 1975 a second flock of 27 wild, live-trapped 
turkeys from New York was released in the state. Since these 
birds had only to persevere through the latter half of what 
turned out to be an extremely mild winter, they, like the 
pilgrims that preceded them by more than 300 years, survived 
to multiply and flourish. A third batch of imported Eastern 
turkeys, released in 1977, is also thriving. 

Feeding on grasses and ferns, acorns, beechnuts, and a 
wide variety of berries, these omnivorous foragers have 
prospered in the woodlands. They are protected by law from 
the human hunters that exterminated their ancestors. 

Turkeys locate their mates in the same way that wildlife 
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biologists locate turkeys—by making noise. Beginning just 
after dawn in early spring, the bare-headed, crimsom-domed 
tom begins gobbling, announcing to all in the forest that he is 
looking for a mate. On a quiet morning, this gobbling can be 
heard for more than a mile. The smaller turkey hens raise their 
blue-grey, feather topped heads in response. 

Feisty, smart, and quite capable of both fight and flight for 
protection, the wild turkey is very different from its scatter- 
brained domestic counterpart. Weighing from 15 to 20 
pounds, an adult tom leaves a three-toed track several times 
larger and deeper than a crow’s footprint. When startled at the 
edge of the forest where they often feed and nest, turkeys can 
run through low growing thickets with surprising speed. They 
will also take to the air in low flight— much like their relatives 
the pheasant. E 

Hunting is the main threat to the turkey’s well-being. 
Crows, skunks, and raccoons destroy some nests, but foxes 
and bobcats seldom bother the birds. Even coyotes are known 
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to shy away from fighting with an adult tom that is four-foot- 
tall and equipped with a sharp bill, fighting spurs, and raking 
claws. In Missouri, which has healthy turkey and coyote 
populations, it is said that a gobbler and a coyote will pass 
each other without even nodding. 

Somewhere along the way, wild turkeys have also become 
more cunning and extremely wary of humans. Though early 
Colonial reports indicated that wild turkeys were easily 
approached and unafraid of people, Vermont hunting surveys 
show that only four out of every 100 licensed hunters are able 
to come home with their bird. 

And, if you’ve been wondering about the connection 
between these magnificent birds and those frozen things in the 
supermarket, they’re relatives from way back. Wild turkeys 
were tamed by the Aztecs and brought back from Central 
America to Spain by Cortez. The birds spread to other 
countries and came back on the boat with early immigrant 
farmers. 0 

—°©Pacific News Service 1979 


MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
HAPPY NEW YEAR - 


Ernie’s Wishes All Our 
Friends the Happiest 
of Holidays!! 
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by Anna Greenleaf 


C2 black cloak flapped and pillowed out as she 
flew down, taking the air like an uneven staircase. At the last 
moment possible she twisted and tucked her legs underneath 
her, so as to land seated, but ungracefully, next to Avisa on 
the stone rail of the bridge. 

“‘Oh—you.” Her sister looked at her bleakly, chin propped 
on bony pale hand, and sighed without even noticing she did 
so. Avisa moved a fold of her spotless white robes, gold in 
shadow, away from a grimy fold of Curare’s black garment, 
also without noticing. She sighed again. 

“Yes indeedy, Avisa,” Curare smiled so hard her dimples 
looked drilled, “‘I can tell you’re just thrilled to see me.”” She 
began to sharpen a poison- green fingernail and surreptitious- 
ly inspect the depressed angel. Surely, she thought, I don’t 
look that harried? 

_ Traffic noise hummed steadily in the railing; cars, trucks, 
buses, bicycles, and all species thereof were crossing the 
sparkling asphalt of the Water Street Bridge, oblivious to the 
adversary angels perched on its guardrail. It was a warm but 
crystal-clear day in Santa Cruz, California, mid-December, 
and it would be safe to say that many of the errands that 
busied ‘the town’s streets had to do with the approaching 
festivals. But if Christmas, Chanukah, Winter Solstice, and 
the other seasonal celebrations kept the human beings 
occupied, they came near to causing beings like Curare and 
Avisa their equivalent of breakdowns: that is, changes of 
robes. At this point, though, either would have shuddered to 

think about that—definitely, things were indefinite; balances 
were more tenuous than adead leaf’s hold on a branch; but so 
it always was. Both had schemes in reserve; after all, this was 
one of the times of year when angels dark and light could most 
effectively interfere with mortals’ lives. 
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Their human had a frustrating way of holding to middle 
moral ground by going to contradictory extremes, always one 
to smash spiders in irrational terror, she took pains to 
preserve the lives of ants around the sink. Devoted to clarity 
sometimes to her own disadvantage, the human was neverthe- 
less capable of lying extravagantly—to herself: concepts and 
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observations could be maintained miles apart if their com- 
bined light seemed a little glaring. 

In a love affair, she was doing that now, and Curare was 
delighted; not only was the human becoming anxious and 
smoking almost twice as many cigarrettes; not only had she 
made mistakes at her job at the bank, but Avisa was actually 
helping! 
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‘Stupid old Avisa, making my job easier.” 

““What do you mean?”’ The being in white turned suspicious- 
ly from her glum survey of the river. In the benevolent 
California winter sun its shallow channel was beginning to 
raise a thick stench. 

“In a way it hardly matters if I tell you,’ Curare hissed, 
grinning, “‘you’re sodense. But if you think I owe you an assist 
because your foolishness advances my strategies, your naieve 
sense of honor’s further out of whack than usual.” 

Avisa snorted. “‘Me helping you? Idiot, I couldn’t begin to 
repay you for all the trouble you spare me! Ha! You told her 
her old job was degraded and meaningless, and she went and 
got a better one; you tried to make her feel bad about never 
getting to know her great-grandmother, and she renewed hgr 
ties with her grandmother, and—that camera!” Avisa aa 
crowing now, kicking her feet so her beautiful robes rustled. 
Sometimes she and her twin looked more alike than usual. 
“You tempted her to spend a lot of her money on it, but it’s 
turned out to be a wonderful outlet for her creativity!” 

Curare made such a gruesome face at her that Avisa 
subsided, but the dark one had to admit that what she said was 
true...“‘But, hell, Avisa, you can’t predict a human—”’ 

“We're supposed to be learning to,” huffed the angel. 

“‘Right—if we understood human nature now, we’d have 
been promoted.” 

“You and your base, selfish concerns.” 

““We’re supposed to be learning,” Curare mocked, “‘but 

Tm still not going to tell you what you’re doing to play the 
human right into my hands.” 


* * 


Avisa ignored her archly, looking into the westering sun, 
apparently resuming study of the river and regret of its stink. 
What had Curare meant? Was she doing something disgust- 
ing, Avisa wondered, somehow wrenching my plans despite 
me? The angel scanned her human categorically. It was true 
she was smoking too much, had left her headlights on twice in 
a week, got angry once at a store clerk. But surely all that 
wouldn’t have happened without her worrying over that 
horrible male human Curare had encouraged her to go out 
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Santa Cruzin’ Claus 


by Nellie Oberholtzer 


When Mom takes you downtown to go shopping (yick! how boring!), you make her take you upstairs 
in the Cooperhouse. Up there you find a very special place. A Christmas place. A place where there’s a 
Christmas tree with bright lights and decorations, a fireplace complete with stockings and a red 
Christmas carpet. And in this very special place you'll find a very special man. That’s right, the old man 
of the North Pole himself: Santa Claus. 

“*T love you,” Santa says as you look apprehensively at the huge stomach and wonder if this celebrated 
character is really as nice as all the books say he is. ‘“‘ Have you been good this year? My, how you’ve 
grown since I saw you last Christmas!” 

And your heart flutters as you want to run back to Mom, but your curiosity gets the best of you. You 
feel yourself being lifted up by great gloved hands and set down on Santa’s knee. You feel the big white 
beard tickle your face and neck. And Santa tells you a story: 

“On Christmas Eve when you’re fast asleep, I'll ride on my sleigh with my reindeer and bring you 
toys. You’ve been so good this year! Rudolph knows the way to everybody’s house and we'll bring you 
lots of toys because we love you.” 

And you begin to feel comfortable in the old man’s arms and you decide that you love him too. When 
he asks you to give him a hug, you wrap your arms around him and squeeze hard. 

And then it’s over and your on the ground again. You look at the next kid in line and his face is full of 

~ the same terror yours must have had. But you laugh and think that he’s a scaredy cat. There’s no reason 
to be afraid of Santa. 


radio program 


Join Larry, Diane and John for one hour of fun. 
and exitement. KIDS IS KIDS is a variety show 
that features stories, music, comedy, weekly 
portrait of an animal, and our weekly kids news. 
So tune in Sundays at9 am to 88.1 FMon your 
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' Around Chriscmas time, a whole lot of liquid happiness 
‘tends to flow. And in this new age of body consciousness, 
many of us are concerned with nutrition and calories. If you 
are looking for nutritional value, beer, sometimes known as 
liquid bread, is the best of the alcoholic beverages. But if 
you’re concerned with calories and how you will look on that 


‘| January vacation to Mazatlan, stick with wine. 


Wine has “‘fundamentally a small amount of nutrients,” 
but its nutritional value goes beyond mere numerical measures, 
says the head of the Federal government’s bureau that 
watches over the composition, quality, nutrition, and safety of 
foods. 

Sanford A. Miller, director of the Food and Drug Admini- 
stration’s Bureau of Foocs, said that although the energy 
received from wine’s alcohol and sugar content is minimal, 
the increased “taste consciousness” that comes with exper- 
ienced wine drinking also improves a person’s general eating 

| habits. ‘The consumption of wine makes eating an occasion 
and immediately raises your standards for what you are 
doing,”’ he explained. 

Department of Agriculture nutrition tables show that most 
wines don’t even stack up well against other alcoholic 
beverages. The average glass of table wine has barely half the 
number of calories as the average serving of beer, less than 
half the amount of carbohydrates, and only a trace of protein 
(compared to beer’s single gram). Only dessert wines have a 
nutritional content comparable to beer, though still slightly 
less. 

And while table wines’ small amounts of carbohydrates 
and protein are much greater than those of any single shot of 
hard liquor, their caloric content is still no greater than 85 
percent of any 80 proof liquor. High proof liquors have even 
more calories. 

Calling wine drinking “‘one of the important pleasures of 
life,’ Miller said ‘‘it’s possible to oversell” the health- 
promoting aspects of foods “‘in the objective scientific sense.” 
There is also the cultural aspect. “‘One eats because it’s an 
aesthetic process,” he contended. ‘“‘ And wine promotes that.” 

But, he also warned, “Like everything else, when the wine 
drinking begins to occur in excess amounts, then it’s not good. 
That’s a waste of time.”O 


radio dial to KZSC. All kids are invited to calkin or 
come up to the station to join us. This is your show! 
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with. Avisa was doing her damnedest—doing her best, she 
amended—to put a stop to that! It was difficult, heaven knew, 
to fight Curare’s incessant carnal temptations, but in Avisa’s 
view, her counter measures were fairly successful: the human, 
thanks to her, was jittery as all hell—jittery as could be, she 
amended—around the male human now. Avisa encouraged 
her to unconsciously suspect him of béing an unfeeling 
creature, out to play unspecified games with her feelings 
whose lack of evidence somehow supported their plausibility 
(again thanks to Avisa’s cont:nuous litany of warning against 
the subtleties of male malevolence.) 

My sister is simply transparent, the bright angel concluded 
with relief. She says I’m somehow helping her side so I'll 
abandon tactics she can’t get around. Helping her, indeed! 

Avisa and Curare, who had been following dark thoughts of 
her own, now simultaneously decided to check in on the 
human object of their concern. With far-seeing angelic eyes 
and thought-hearing angelic ears, the apparitions on the 
bridge tuned in a large, pleasant apartment down the river on 
Beach Hill. 

Jeanie Parker was stuffing an exhausted cigarrette into an 
ashtray’s growing heap of them. He says he’s right—her mind 
was running a tape that continuously looped—well. Maybe 


he is; okay. If he wins, maybe I won’t be so tense. She_ 


shuddered as she looked around the-front room she had so 
enjoyed having all to herself. Okay. She slipped out of her 
high heels and lit another cigarrette. We’ll get as...committed 
as he wants. As the phone rang, the angels exchanged 
astonished, hateful stares. 


Jeanie remembered how tired she was as she hurried across . 


the room to answer it. ‘‘Hello?” 

“Hello, Jean—” 

“Bill, ’'ve decided you—”’ 

‘Whatever you have to say can’t change things now, Jean. 
You couldn’t give a damn about my feelings, all the time it’s 
taken you to make up your mind. I’ve decided this is it: 'm 
getting out before you cut me up any smaller.” 

“Hello?” Jeanie thought she was thinking about this; in 
actuality, she was fainting. 


* * * * 


pacific avenue £2 
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On the way down, her head hit a corner of her desk, 


dislodging her new book on Imogen Cunningham. Jeanie then 


lay fairly still: Avisa spun to stare at Curare, whose grey-as- 
usual face wore a curious, absorbed, almost compassionate 
expression. 

‘“‘Miserable,”’ she breathed, ‘in a wondering voice, as the 
phone began to buzz. “And I didn’t even do it! Amazing...” 

“Well!” Avisa found her voice. “Whether or not I believe 
that, you—fiend, yousee I was right! I told her that kind of 
thing would only be trouble! Now look—I was right! I was 


sight! I was right!” 


<With each shriek a tint like a fall of corpse’s ashes 
blackened her robe, until it chased out all the sunset colors in 
the shadows. She hopped on one foot and then the other on the 
railing of the bridge like a new fledged crow; then she jumped. 

What Curare began as a rueful groan when her robe began 
to fade became an ironic giggle. It was an interesting life, she 
said to herself, as she had so many times before, watching the 
gentle gathering of colors in the shadows of her now-white 
sleeves. 

Avisa rose flapping up the sky like something foul splashed 
at a window. The meager amount of light that can touch such 
robes as she now wore streaked her underside with mouldy 
yellow like a spider’s belly. “‘I was right! I was right! I was 
right!”’ 

Curare waved a hand to still the hateful echoes. Right— but 
wrong to be so right, somehow. Wrong, certainly, to so enjoy 
that poisonous rectitude. Without further hesitation, Curare 
took to the air. The human wouldn’t die, obviously, or the 
sisters would have already been summoned to headquar- 
ters—they would be anyway soon enough, however. And 
certainly not for a promotion. Curare and Avisa had some 
accounting to do. A good deal of airborne thought would be 
required, in any case. Curare noticed that she sailed much 
faster now than her correct sister. The strategies of creativity 
were perhaps more difficult—she’d adjust to that—but the 
costume certainly was more aerodynamically sophisticated. 
An angel could never tell where she might have to fly, or what 
births and deaths attend. 


* * * * 


Lou’s News 


Snickers by Mr. Schwartz. 


About 5 years ago a friend and I gave a hitch to a man on 
campus. 

The man got in the back of the car where my friend's dog 
was, 

The man began to shrick. “Disgusting! disgusting! dis- 
gusting! Revolting! revolting! revolting! I'm going to strangle 
you!” 

My friend and I turned around and. The man’s hands were 
around the dog’s neck. 

We got rid of he man 

The dog licked out hands 

About 15 months ago on a University bound bus the same 
man began to shreik. “Disgusting! disgusting! disgusting! 
Revolting! revolting! revolting!” And then shouted he was 
going to cut people's balls off. 

When I reported this to the University Police. two officers 
responded with snickers. 

Many months afterwards they would ask me. “How's your 
friend doing?”’. and snicker. 

‘It took only a little over 3 weeks for me to get an answer toa 
letter I wrote bout this incident. snickers and all, from the 
Chancellor's Office. 

The letter said the Chancellor's Office did not want than 
man on campus. 

After the letter from the Chancellor's Office I saw (an still 
see) that man on campus more than before. 

All of which remined me of the mass murder days on 
campus. So I went to he University Library. Specifically. | 
was looking for information about police negligence and 
sloppiness which. according to some sources. might have 
been a factor in the deaths. 

By now I had a feeling that we might be in for a recurrence 
of the Kemper days. 

The University Library's SUBJECT CATALOG had 
about 30 columns of books listed, about 13 titles per column, 
under CRIME AND CRIMINALS, all over the world, but 
not one item about the Kemper muders here on campus. 

When I asked the librarians at the Reference Desk why 
there weie no items listed about murders committed under 
our very noses, I got a spate of explanations, none of which 
seemed to have much if any validity, and, you guessed it — 
snickers. 


I wrote a letter about all of this, the snickers, the cops, the 
letter from the Chancellor's Office. the librarians, the man 
frequenting campus more than before. I sent the letter to the 
only two local newspapers that I thought might be interested 
in doing or writing something that might forestall strangu- 
lations and beheadings of young women. 

To the best of my knowledge, these newspapers did 
nothing. 

So 1 spoke to some men of the Santa Cruz Police and 
Sheriff's Office and they..... 


I invite correspondence about any of my “personals.” . 


Write to P.O. Box 1778, Santa Cruz, CA 95060. 


Road Trip - 


Yosemite offers Amenities 


by Carter Youn 


Santa Cruz is a nice place, maybe one of the nicest, but 
sometimes you just have to get awdy—like when the kids are 
tearing up the house after Christmas or a romantic interlude is 
called for. But before you start packing bags for the Islands, 
think about spending a New Year’s break in Yosemite. 

Sure, everybody’s been to Yosemite—in the summer. In 
the winter it’s different: no mosquitoes, crowds, or oppressive 
heat. It’s closer than Tahoe, and you almost never have to put 
on chains or play bumper cars with the rest of the snow-loving 
herd. Winter in Yosemite is tranquil: sunny days in the fifties 
and intimate nights without the high-powered hustle of other 
winter resorts. : 

Not that there isn’t plenty to do. Sightseeing and photo- 
graphy are only natural in an area world-reknown for its 
beauty. The magnificence of the valley is perhaps even 
greater in the winter: the stark granite walls are contrasted 
with the soft snow. And if it’s a sunny day following a heavy 
storm, you might be treated to an avalanche booming off the 
high cliffs. Don’t worry, it’s all happening above you. 

The National Park Service conducts guided tours through- 


out the park, including a snowcat ride in the giant redwood. 


groves if there is enough snow. Once you get to the park you 
don’t have to drive anywhere if you don’t want to. There is a 
free shuttle tram service throughout the valley, running from 
the early morning until Midnight (not coincidentally, this is 
the time the Mountain Room bar closes.) You could put the 
kids on the tram and let them ride around for a couple of 
hours— it’s better than Disneyland. There is also a free bus 
running between the valley and the ski area at Badger Pass. 
Make reservations for this bus in the Yosemite Lodge lobby. 

For the more active there are the usual winter sports. 
Yosemite has long been a center for cross-country skiing, and 
there are miles of marked trails in both the valley and on the 
south rim for skinny ski buffs of all abilities. The Mountain- 
eering Center at Curry Village gives lessons, rents equipment, 
and offers advice on trails and conditions. 

A good run for beginners is the Dewey Point trail, a five- 
mile round trip that takes you out to the edge, 3000 feet above 
the valley. The more experienced might want to ski out to 
Glacier Point on the snowed-over road. It’s a 15-mile round 
trip with lots of long slopes. 

Badger Pass ski area is also available for those who like to 
ski with uphill assistance. One of the oldest downhill areas in 
California, Badger Pass has mostly beginner and inter- 
mediate slopes and short lift lines, making it an excellent 
family area. I’ve watched several Rose Bowl games in the 
cozy day lodge when it was snowing too hard to ski, and I can 
attest to the hospitality of the Irish Coffee. All day lift tickets 
cost $11.50 during the holidays. Lessons. rentals, and child 
care are available at the base area. 

Lodging at Yosemite is as diverse as the activities. If you’ re 
feeling elegant, then stay at one of the finest resort hotels in 
the US. Modeled after the famous resort at Banff, the 
Ahwhannee is in the valley’s prime spot: at the edge of the 
meadow under Half Dome and Glacier Point. The royal 


treatment will cost you $53.00 per night (all lodging prices 
are double-occupancy per night, including tax). The-dining 
room features some of the best California cuisine, but Come 
prepared. For dinner in the dining room, men must wear a 
coat and tie and women must be semi-formally dressed. For 
those in a more casual mood and dress, there is always room 
service. 

Yosemite Lodge is one step down in class, but then, so is 
most everything else. A sprawling complex that includes a 
cafeteria, restaurant, bar, and lounge open to everyone, the 
Lodge has motel rooms going for $34.98 deluxe and $27.56 
standard. 

Over by the skating rink in Curry Village are cabins for the 
rustic types. These beauties come with bath for $21.20 or 
without for $15.37. There are public showers in the Village, 
as well as a cafeteria and snack bar. 

Weekly newspapers don’t pay much, so I always camp 
when I'm in Yosemite. Several campgrounds stay open 
during the winter, complete with picnic tables, sewage 
disposal sites, and heated restrooms. If you have a good 
sleeping bag it isn’t too cold to sleep outside, but a van or 


camper is ideal. When looking for a campground site, try to 
find one with the fewest trees possible—unless you want the 
sun blocked out for all but a few hours. During the night you 
can stay toasty in the lounge at Yosemite Lodge. There are 
always plenty of people watching movies presented by the 
Park Service, playing cards and guitars, or just warming their 
feet by the fireplace. 

If you are camping and want to get firewood or the 
newspaper, go to the grocery store in Yosemite Village. They 
have a full selection of food and liquor in case you forgot 
anything. There is also a deli, snack bar, museum, and 
hospital in the village. 

This is all irresistable of course, so now pack up the jackets, 
mittens, cameras, and sunglasses and hit the road. The easiest 
way to get there is to drive out through Gilroy, cross the 
Central Valley to Merced, then follow the river along 
Highway 140, which is almost always free of snow. You can 
also take the Greyhound to Yosemite, but there is no 
convenient way to fly there. 

For general Yosemite information, call (209) 372-4461. 
Lodging reservations are at (209) 373-4611.0 


PONCHOS— Lightweight 100% 
waterproof vinyl rain covers. 
Compact-folds into your pocket. 
Six colors - 52” x 80”. $2.10 


Bx BASIC 
EXCHANGE 


RAIN BOOTS— Puddle stomp- 
ers. Black knee boots with red 
sole and foxing. Jersey lining. 
Sizes 3-13. $12.55 


BX|BASIC 
EXCHAN 


PHONE (408) 423-6275 
NIKE 


LOTTO 


MISSION RACQUET 


544 PALM STREET 
SANTA CRUZ, CALIF. 95060 
FOR ALL YOUR RACQUET 
SPORT NEEDS 


YAMAHA 
WILSON 


HEAD 
FISCHER 


D. COULSON 


real big, mostly just a wide street with some big coffee shops, 
gas in front, trucks everywhere. It was an interchange town, 
most of the north-south routes ran through to most of the east- 
west routes. They all came together i in Winnemucca. I think it 
is an Indian name. 

And it was cold, colder than anywhere so far. I think it was 
six below zero. Cold. I put some old newspaper in front of the 
radiator to see if maybe I could get some heat. I got some gas 
and I ate some eggs. It was four in the morning. I was halfway. 
Scott told me that there was nothing out of Winnemucca for 
about 300 miles. He told me to take care of business and 
batten down the hatches, 

“If you’ve got something to fix,” he’d told me, “‘do it in 
Winnemucca.” 

‘But I was OK. Cold, but OK. I had'to drive the last united 
miles wrapped up in a quilt. It made it sort of hard for any 
quick manuevering, but the road was straight and I would 
have froze without it. Or something, It was damn cold on the 
open prairie. I thought about:-the cowboys. Their horses must 


have been damn cold. I headed north out of town. A big 


intersection: north to Jordon Valley, east to Salt Lake. It was 
time to drive north now. Get along old newspapers. They 
worked and I was warmer. 

Scott was right. There was nothing. I drove on looking for 
dawn. It was coming probably in the Jordon Valley. I started 
to get pretty tired though. But I couldn’t stop. IfI fell asleep in 
my car I probably would’ ve froze to death, the Rolling Stones 
on the cassette player and me frozen under the quilt. 

“This guy’s froze,” the cop would probably say. 
“‘Dumb tourist,” the other would say. It was their job. 

So I just kept on going. Strange things were running out into 
my headlights. Red things or something. Then I knew I was 
| 'sleepy. The road stretched straight out. My breath left a mark 

* on the cold front glass. But I was warm inside, the heater was 
doing OK, my temperature gauge still leaned hard to the left. I 
was out of temperature. A weather shortage, these red things 
would run in front of me it was so warm in the car, nice and 
warm and straight, the road was straight. 
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In Nevada, Winnemucca is this big interchange town. Not 
- and they were mine. That. woke me up alright. 


Then.it jerked. I swerved and someone’s tires screeched 


I eased it down aid headed for the side of the road. I hadn’t 
seen another car for a hufdred miles. I pulled over and 
stopped. ‘I left the engine running because I didn’t want to 
chance a cold start out here on the lone prairie. Mountains 
were all around me. They had snow on them and they stood 
all around in the dark. It was still a little while until dawn. I got 
out of the car and if my engine hadn’t been running it would’ ve 
been damn quiet out there. Take my word for it. It was still 
and dark and clear and cold. A million headlights in the dark 
sky. And it was really cold. 

I stood by the side of the road and looked around. The 
ground was hard and grey. I walked away from my car and out 
onto the plain. My car looked funny then, up on the road, its 
engine running. Probably an Indian would come and steal it. 
Don’t help a good Indian go bad. 

The cold air woke me up a little so I smoked a joint. I don’t 
know. It was pretty dumb as tired as I was. P'd been up about 
20 hours, ‘but now I wasn’t tired. Not that I could tell. 

Then I was really out there. What I figured was I had to 
walk across this stinking range. The white man was after me 
and I figured I'd walk back to Winnemucca and hit the jackpot 
on the Big Wampum dollar slot. It- was the biggest slot 
machine in Winnemucca. I figured I'd hit the jackpot, 
something like nine million dollars or something, then I'd pay 
a few other Indian friends of mine and we'd start an 
“authentic Indian” review with dancing girls. Then the white 
man would come and get drunk and look at the brown girls and 
quit trying to steal this stinking range from my people. That’s 
what I figured. I told you I was really out there. 

All the time I was walking away from my sputtering car. I 
stopped and turned around. It was still there, but pretty far 
away. I couldn’t hear it running, but I could see the white 
exhaust sputtering. And it was starting to look like it might be 
dawn soon. I wondered what I was doing walking around out 
here. I wondered what I was going to do with my life. I could 
never hit the jackpot on Big Wampum. Even if I tried. 

I thought about Santa Cruz. Since I’ 
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done much. Not too much. My friends were all there. Except 
for Scott, but all the rest. I hung around there, eating Mexican 
food and sleeping with the sweetest girl I knew. Her name was 
Sharan. She had black hair and she was still in school, and 
drew these fantastic anatomical charactures. She was certain- 
ly sweet. 

I looked at my little car up on the road. It was a little lighter. 
Now the mountains had more of a shape. The snow on top 
was whiter. It was colder than I'd felt on the trip. Sharan was 
an art major. I wondered how long I'd been walking around on 
the grey prairie. Now it was lighter though. The prairie was a 
lighter’ shade of grey. She’d been in Santa Cruz a long time 
compared to me. 

““You’re a cowboy,” she’d say to me. She’d been in school 
for a long time studying art. I'd gone four years and then I was 
done. She was best in the night, we’d huddle in bed together 
and joke around. 

“You're a cowboy,” she’d say. 

More and more purple light. My car was back to orange in 
the early morning, It probably needed the rest. Maybe the sun 
would be warmer. I thought about how far away from this 
place I would be when it was sunny. I could imagine it sunn 
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here. I don’t know. 

I thought Santa Cruz once more. Garbage man came on 
Tuesday. My friends were around. It postponed things. I 
don’t like to do a lot of things. Maybe Montana was a 
postponment. Then I wondered what I was doing walking 
around here. I wondered what I was going to do with the rest. I 
could never hit the Big Wampum. Unless I tried. So I went 
back to the car and wound it out toward Montana. 

The light woke me up enough to relax. I wouldn’t fall 
asleep during the light. But the sun took its time up here. 
There were a lot of mountains before the valleys. The 
interstate ran through the valleys, when it could. Jordon 
Valley is a big one. Cows are everywhere. The grasses were 
still a little green. The cows were just waking up I think. But I 
never saw a cow asleep. Maybe they don’t. I don’t know. 
They were just walking around slowly in the dawn. They had 
frost all over their brown bodies. I wondered if they were cold 
as I'd swoop down along a ranch fence, I wondered if they 
were cold with all that ice on their backs. 

But no cars yet. People weren’t quite up in Jordon Valley. 
Some lights in breakfast farm houses, but no cars yet. 

The mountains were getting closer. Almost into Idaho, but 
first the mountains again. I saw an historical marker by the 
road. I slowed down and read it and it said some Indians had 
starved there. It was a long time ago. Starved right along the 
interstate, or maybe off to the side. It was more than a 
hundred ago said the sign, but I kept going toward the 
mountains. They were getting closer in the full morning light. 

And finally there was radio. Now that it was close to Boise 
I had radio. They had the morning traffic report and I 
downshifted to start the climb. Soon I could see a lot of Jordon 
Valley behind me. There were a lot of groups of cows down 
there. Probably they’d melted by now. It was getting a little 
warmer. But I could still see my breath. That’s for sure. 

The road narrowed and the signs were watching for rocks 
ard turns and tumbles. I had to slow down anyway. It was a 
steep grade. 

I was glad Scott lived in Montana now. I mean, I was glad 
to visit him in Montana. I'd always wanted to go. And so had 
Scott, before, when we lived in California, he had wanted to 
go, anywhere, and he went to Montana. I didn’t know then. It 
seemed to be somewhere. We all needed to go somewhere 
after graduation. One girl I knew went to Europe. Many, 
many others probably, but I knew just one girl. 

In Boise the Harmony Hut had been burgled the night 
before. There were some suspects, and the road climbed and 
turned. Then there was some music. 

I had stayed in Santa Cruz even though Scott had left. We 
were best friends but I had stayed when he had left. You can’t 
always be where your best friends are. 


BY BRIAN 
N\CCLURE 


Finally the top to Idaho. The road made one last steep turn 
and there I was. The sun was full up all over the state. I could 
see for miles. Plains and plains of Idaho were down there. 
Morning on the radio. Boise drive time. It was probably about 
40 miles to the east. Missoula was still 500 miles. 

But they went fast. I sailed down the Idaho range and then 
sped across the flatlands. Malt hangers along the way. There 
were a few more historical markers. Indians both dead and 
alive. The day got bright and I still felt like driving. Santa 
Cruz seemed more than the 12 hours behind me. Maybe it 
was. 

Actually, I just needed a swatch of Idaho. Then into’ 
Montana and through little towns, cold and clean, and then it 
was late afternoon. Already. I stopped and ate and drove and 
stopped for gas and drove some more and then one more 
mountain range. In the next valley was Missoula. I was pretty 
sure. The afternoon slipped away fast and by dusk I was in Big 
Meadow and the snow was deep. When I got gas the man said 


they had snow on Sunday. I told him I was going to Missoula. — 


I also had the top down. I didn’t notice. The sun had been up, 
and wrapped up I'd been pretty warm. I hadn’t thought about 
it. I had put some socks on my hands when they got cold. Plus 
I was smoking pretty much by then. 

‘‘What’s the matter with your roof?” the man in Big 
Meadow had said. He must have thought I was crazy. He 
looked at my tags. “‘ You come all the way from California like 
that?” He looked at my socks. 

I paid for the gas and took off. It was colder than hell, That 
was for sure. I put my top up after a few more miles. 

Lolo Pass would drop into Missoula, but up there the snow 
was deep. I followed the Snake River down the frozen 
mountain. And the road was clear, or at worst sanded. I made 
the last few turns then left the river to head toward town. I was 
in Missoula. I was pretty tired but I found Scott’s new house 
without too many problems. I asked a man who was scraping 
ice off his windshield at the 76 station. He knew the 
neighborhood right off. He said it was near the University. 
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Holiday Tunes 


| by Tommy Topper 


Alright, who’s the wise-acre who stole my Christmas clothes? I had’em hanging on the 
back of my chair and now they’re gone. ; 

No one leaves the room. 

Ah yes, the holidays are upon us, and the Seventies are on their. way out. The name of the 
game these days.is CELEBRATION, and the local clubs are gearing up to help in that most 
noble of persuits: Pleasure. Here are some ideas to add life to your holiday nights... 

The Albatross at 2380 Portola has The Mystic Knights this Friday and Saturday, Paul 
Durkett and His Houserockers roll in.on Sunday night. The Garcia Brothers and Uncle 
Rainbow will take the stage on Monday and Tuesday (12/17-1 8) respectively. Hot Cider 
will be steaming on the 21st, Jump Street jumping the 22nd, and Deluxe, well they'll 
be just that, on the 23rd. Mustachio’ed Minstral Joe Sharino will be packing in a houseful of 

his fans on the 27th, and Jump Street, Hot Cider, and Deluxe wind it up, playing, in order, 
onthe 28th, 29th, and 30th. Folly’s Pool are going to sing and play out the last hours of 1979 
at a special New Year’s party. 

If my luck holds us like this I don’t think I will live to see the Eighties. Me, my mother’s 
own baby boy, me, I get to wrassle with one of these “‘What’s going on” type columns. Some 
suckers get all the luck, and right now they are probably sitting in front of a nice warm fire, 
drinking egg nog and just relaxing like crazy. Me, I gettositina rubber-lined room, say eight- 
foot-square and with a real low, but padded ceiling, and type like my life depended on it. 

England’s Buzzcocks will be bringing their brand of punchy, powerful, pop to our own 
Yes, What is going on. Here, I think I'll slip into this red suit and a fake beard, sort of get into 
the mood and we’ll see what happens... j 

Englands Buzzcocks, will be bringing their brand of punchy, powerful, pop to out own 
Catalyst tonight. The Humans open. Pearl Harbor and her Explosions will be “drivin” at 
the Cat on Sat. (the 15th). Pablo Cruise will be here for two nights, the 19th and 20th (this 
show, like all Catalyst shows starts at (9:15). Tom Scott alumnus Robben Ford brings his 
guitar and band in on the 22nd.; opening will be Mark (Robben’s brother) Ford. Blues and 
Boogie afficianadoes won’t want to miss Mike Bloomfield’s Band on Friday, the 28th. 

Saturday night finds a double bill of local talent: The Suburbs will be opening for Snail— 
this one will rock. Greg Kihn is no slouch at that, and this show, opened by one of 
the hotter local properties, the Humans is a guaranteed good time. New Year’s revelers at 
the Catalyst will be entertained (and how!) by Daddy’o. More on 13 


CLUBS 
Daddy-O, Edgewater 
Mystic Knights, Albatross 
High Roller, Wooden Nickel 
Too, Watsonville 
Fat Chance, High Country 
Blue Avenue plus Suzanne, 
Jy 
Buzzcocks, Catalyst 
Herm Wyatt, Courtyard 
Kenny Hill, Mr. Toots 
Paul Farley, Zachary’s 
Wave, Shadowbrook 


Affections, Center Street 
Theater, 8:30 

Christmas Harvest Festival, 
Brooks Hall, S.F. . 
Gallery Walk, call 429-1627 
for info 

Music and Vaudeville 

. benefit for Phoenix n r, 
Louden Nelson Community 
Center, 8pm 


CLUBS 
Uncle Rainbow, The Club, 
Monterey 
Paul Durkett and the 
Houserockers, Albatross 
Duane Sousa, Crow’s Nest 
Ru, Catalyst 
Screaming Memes, 
Kuumbwa Jazz Center 
Christmas Party with local 
musicians, High Country (no 
cover) 


Raiders play Seattle, 
Oakland Coliseum, lpm 
Affections, Center Street 
Theater, 8:30 pm 

S.C. Potters Co-op Open 
House, 1642 Mission St. 
Christmas Harvest Festival, 
Brooks Hall, S.F. 

Free Seniors’ Christmas 
Dinner, J.J. Crosetti Hall, 
S.C. County Fairgrounds, 2pm 


a 


Salinas 
Airtight, Crow’s Nest 
Brozman & Brister, Catalyst 
Mary Lou Fenwick, Mr. 
Toots 

Pauli Butler and Sulubika, 
Pan’s . 
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CLUBS 
Uncle Rainbow, Albatross 
Blackburn & Dadd, 
JJ’s Pizza 
Duane Sousa, Catalyst 
Lewis & Clark, Crow’s nest 
Gene Lewis, Mr. Toots 


WEDNESDAY 
= iy ‘ “FO... 


CLUBS 
Pablo Cruise, Catalyst 
JB & the Nightshift, Hig) 
Country 
Starbaby, Crow’s Nest 
Duane Sousa, Shadowbroo! 
Talent Auditions, JJ’s Pizz 


Nutcracker Suite, 
Flint Center, S.J. 
Warriors play Cleveland, 
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4 


118 Union Street Santa Cruz 


CLUBS 


- Pearl Harbor and 


the Explosions, Catalyst 
Airtight, Edgewater 

Coast Toasties,Creekside 
Serapis Bey, Wooden Nickel 
Too, Watsonville 

Sean Seman, JJ’s Pizza 
Point of Pleasure, Crow’s 
Nest ; 

Charlie Thomas, Courtyard 
Screaming Memes, 
Kuumbwa Jazz Center 
Dick Freguila, Shadowbrook 


Winter Festival, Louden 
Nelson Community Center 
(call Bear Republic Theater 
at 425-1725 for more info) 
Warriors play San Antonio 
at the Oakland Coliseum, 8pm 
Affections, Center Street 
Theater, 8:30pm 

S.C. Potters Co-op 
Openhouse, 1642 Mission St. 
Children’s Shopping Spree, 
Live Oak Senior Center 
I-Tal Breed (reggae), 
Universal Life Church 
Auditorium, 7pm 


' The Shepard’s Play, Moraga 


Concert Hall, 4pm 


Larry Hosford, Sundowner, 


Oakland Coliseum, 7:30pm 


Holiday in Los Ang 


First, a clue: It starts down near Santa Barbara, and ends 
down near San Diego. And some people like it, and some 
don’t. I was born there, and maybe you know someone else 
who was. Ready to'take a guess? Okay, time’s up. If you 
answered Tiajuana, you lose. I’m talking Los Angeles, and if 
you don’t like it, well, read something else, or grab a beer and 
just settle down. 

Whether you like the place or not, there is no denying that 
those Angelenos sure do know how to have a good time. 
Yeah, they were going to call L.A. “Good Timesville” but 
some Spaniards got there first. Don’t let this happen to you. 

Stevie Wonder smiles a lot when he is in Southern 
California, and can go see him smile (and sing and play some 
music too) on the 17th and 18th of December at the Pasedena 
Civic Auditorium. Stevie will be backed by Wonderlove and 
a full symphony orchestra. Steve will be making the live 
performance premiere of Journey Through the Secret Life of 
Plants, I bet this one sells out, even if it does cost $20 and $25 
a shot. 

Out in Anaheim they have the Big Daddy of the ““Theme 
Parks”; Disneyland. Now this time of year they put on the 
Very Merry Christmas Parade and it is really something. 
Starts the 21st. and parades until the 31 st. Mickey, sure, he'll 
be there. 

The club scene in Los Angeles, I am told, is booming. If 
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Holiday Travels 


| ; CLUBS Santa Cruz Boardwalk. California’s playland. Open weekends in the winter. 423-5590. 
Butler and Sulubika, ; CLUBS Scat ae Pleawire: Crows Antonelli Begonia Gardens. Located at 2545 Capitola Road in Capitola. Internationally 
ie . Snail, The Club, Monterey Nest ; famous, these colorful gardens are one of the area’s most popular attractions. No admission 
Pablo Cruise, Catalyst ied rg ee ee charge. 475-5222. 
ae Y - or arin eae pee cate Ut Cowell Redwoods. Home of the “‘giant’”’ redwood, see the Big Trees and redwood groves. 
. i i , e, Crow Ss Nes : This park has miles of trails, picnic and barbecue areas, restaurant, and souvenir shop. n 
% é 8” b Duane Sousa & Friends, coast Toastiot sy oodet all year. : ae 3 


Nickel Too, Watsonville 
Robben Ford plus 

Mark Ford Band, Catalyst 
Screming Memes, 
Kuumbwa Jazz Center 
Wave, Shadowbrook 


JJ’s Pizza 
Spiral, Creekside, Aptos 
Spectrum, Shadowbrook 


De Laveaga Park. 540 acre park offering its Municipal Golf Course, along with archery 
range, bridle paths, and handgun range. It has barbecue pits, picnic tables, and childrens 
playground. Open to the public all year. No admission charged. 

Lighthouse Point. It marks the boundary between the Pacific Ocean and Monterey Bay. It 
is a lasting symbol of the people’s victory over greedy real estate interests, and it is the home 
for a Sea Lion herd. The museum in the lighthouse is open free to the public, Saturday and 
Sunday afternoons on West Cliff Drive. 

Mission Santa Cruz. Located at 126 High Street. Built in 1794 by Father Lasuen, Father 
Serra’a sucessor. Destroyed by fire in 1856, the replica stands near the site of the original 
mission. Casa Adobe, the oldest building in Santa Cruz, is nearby. 426-5686. 
Municipal Wharf. Probably the greatest single tourist attraction in Santa Cruz, the 
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le Rainbow, Albatross 
kburn & Dadd, Nutcracker Suite, 
Pizza Flint Center, S.J. 
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IEDNESDAY CLUBS 


mice estimated visitors last year were 2.5 million. On the pier are picturesque shops, fish markets, 
ee The Sons, High Country Skycreek, The Club, Natural Bridges Beach. Famous for its ocean made bridges, weird rock formations, and 
JB & the Nightshift, Monterey tidal pools. Excellent beach, picnic areas, and good swimming. Admission is charged. 


Wooden Nickel Too, Duane Sousa, Crow’s Nest 


CLUBS 


Pacific Garden Mall. A nice place for shopping, and not bad for just hanging out. 


lo Cruise, Catalyst Watsonville Lynell Graham, JJ’s Pizza San Lorenzo Park. Located along the San Lorenzo River, the 9 acre park offers a bowling 
& the Nightshift, High Stoneground plus Serapis Ray Jensen, Shadowbrook - green and small club house, children’s play area, family picnic facilities, and formal garden 
ntry Bey, Catalyst and a pond with walk-ways. 
rbaby, Crow’s Nest Loose Gravel, JJ’s Pizza Grey Bear’s 6th Annual Santa Cruz Museum. Located at 1305 East Cliff Drive. Contains an unusual sea shell 
ane Sousa, Shadowbrook Hot Cider, Albatross Christmas Dinner, collections and interesting Indian relics and costumes. Open 10:00 to 5:00 Tuesday — 
ent Auditions, JJ’s Pizza Paul Farley, Zachary’s S.C. Civic Saturday. Free admission. 429-3773. 

Wave, Shadowbrook Nutcracker Suite, University of California. Opened in 1965, it is the newest campus in the university system. 


Kenny Hill, Mr. Toots Flint Center, S.J. Noted for its unusual and mostly disfunctional architecture. Admission: (if you have to ask 


STONE CANYON LEATHER 


tcracker Suite, 

it Center, S.J. 

rriors play Cleveland, 
land Coliseum, 7:30pm 


Nutcracker Suite, 
Flint Center, S.J. 
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Airtight, Crow’s Nest 
Paul Butler and 


os Angeles 


Salubika, Pan’s 
Mary Lou Fenwick, 
by Tommy Topper wr. Toots 

ra, and ends you are looking for Modern Rock and Roll (some people call Christmas Eve Dance, O.T. 

it, and some it “new wave”) you could check out Madam Wong's or The _ Price Music Hall 

someone else Hong Kong Cafe. Both these clubs are in L. A.’s Chinatown 
’s up. If you and both have music seven nights a week. Connie Stevens 

ngeles, and if will not be playing either of these clubs. ’ 
ab a beer and Now, if atrsbes and 31-piece orchestras sound like a TU ESDAY 

good time (Oh Yes!) then get tickets to the Gala Star Studded ie 

denying that New Years Eve Show of the Decade at the Century Plaza by a ye 

a good time. Hotel in Century City. Connie Stevens will be there. So will 
mesville” but Glen Campbell The Rhinestone Cowboy They will sing. 
appen to you. They will dance. They will have a good time. There will be 

in Southern Dining and Dancing. You can be a part of this. Happy New 
ind play some Year. 

the Pasedena It is your duty, now, and for the future to have a good time 
nderlove and while you are in Los Angeles. Everybody down there is going WEDN ES DAY 
king the live tobe having a good time, so if you don’t you will stand outlike =~ 26 : 
Secret Lifeof  asore thumb. People will stare and point at you. So, have : yee 
t$20 and $25 FUN. Maybe you should go see DEVO at the Long Beach 

Arena on New Year’s Eve. Those guys are from Akron Ohio, éjew 

f the ‘““Theme but when they are in L. A. they have fun and sowill you. The = Sean Seman, Cataly# 
ey put on the Doves, will open this show which starts at 9:00. Starbaby, Crow’s Ne Stone Canyon Leather Artisan’s Cooperative 
ly something Yeah, I’m going to be there. (L.A. I mean,) andmaybe we ~~ Duane Sousa, Shadowbrook 303 Potrero, No. 19 1308 Pacific Ave. 
cey, sure, he'll can get together and talk about the fun we're having But be = JB & the Nightshift, High (At The Sashmill) - (On The Mall) 


is booming. If 


Cool. Wear your sunglasses, maybe we will run into Su 
zanne Summers or Eric Estrada. 


Country 427-3319 425-9976 
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THURSDAY 
27 


CLUBS 
Duane Sousa & Friends, 
JJ’s Pizza 
Banshee, The Club, 
Monterey 
Joe Sharino, Albatross 
Spectrum, Shadowbrook 
Serendade, Catalyst 
Cafe, Crow’s Nest 
Spiral, Creekside, Aptos 


FRIDAY 
28 


CLUBS 
Michael Bloomfield Band 
plus Deluxe, Catalyst 
The Ravers plus The Drivers, 
JJ’s Pizza 
Jump Street, Albatross 
Serapis Bey, Wooden Nickel 
Too, Watsonville 
Herm Wyatt, Courtyard 
Paul Farley, Zachary’s 


belles ay 


Delicious meals, snacks & desserts 


Bread Baked Daily 

Beer & Wine - Live Music 
Best Coffee In Town 
Open ’till Midnight 


1549 Pacific Garden Mall 


Santa Cruz 425-0450 


-closed Sunday- 


~ BROKEN EGG 


© 1970 ; OMELET HOUSE ® 


Open till 11 p.m. Monday-Thursday, 


Friday & Saturday until Midnight. 
Try our salads and desserts. 


SANTA CRUZ 


605 FRONT STREET AT SOQUEL AVENUE e@ 426-0157 
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Kid’s Calendar 


Yes Virginia, 
there is a Santa Cruz 


Well, folks, wondering what to do with the kids during the holidays? Well, right here in our 
own back yard there are loads of things to do. How about a special art celebration called Kinder 
Arten. A weekend of international childrens’ art exhibits, plus an added treat — “The 
Nutcracker Suite” performed by children from the Salinas ballet and S. C. Ballet Company. 
Shows at 2:30 and at 7:30 pm Saturday and at 2:30 Sunday the 16th. It’s at UCSC, and tickets 
are available at the door. For info call 429-2031. 


If you and yours enjoy the great outdoors plan now for a trip to see a Grey Whale (or two). 
Spend the day out on beautiful Monterey Bay and view these mysterious creatures where they 
live. There is an orientation meeting at 7:00pm the 18th, at the Gateway Schoolhouse. The 
excursion leaves from Stagnaro Bros. dock on the Municipal Wharf at 9:00 am. Get tickets at 
the Gateway School or call 423-0341. Don’t forget to dress warm‘or to bring your camera; it is 
sure to be a whale of a time. 


And for the aspiring young artists in your family visit theInternational Exhibit of 
Childrens’ Art.” It is in the Bridge Gallery,College Fivein UCSC, and runs through the 21 st. 
It is free and all are welcome. 


A Childrens’ Poetry reading will he held the 29th at 8:00pm at the YWCA at Walnut and 
Chestnut. Children will read their favorite poems including their own works. If you have a 
creative four year old who would like to read her/his poetry call Joe Drucker at 423-4946. 


“How the Ginch Stole Christmas,” will be performed by students of the University 
Community School, at the Felton Town Hall on the 15th at 2pm. Surprise plays will continue 
until 4pm the event begins at 10am with a rummage sale and Food Fair throughout the day. 


. For the young as well as the young at heart, there is a great little radio show you ought to check 


out, It’s called kids is kids and its on every Sunday at 9:00 am. It’s a variety show that features 


stories, music, comedy, and kids news a portrait of the animal of the week, Tune in to 88.1 


KZSC FM. Kids are invited to call (429-4036), or join in at the station. This is your show!. 
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SATURDAY 
29 


CLUBS 
New Year’s Eve Warmu 
with The Humans, 
JJ’s Pizza 
Snail plus The Suburbs, 
The Catalyst 


Point of Pleasure, Crow’s 
Nest 

Hot Cider, Albatross 
Cappucino, Wooden Nickel 
Too, Watsonville 


Charlie Thomas, Courtyard 
Screaming Memes, 
Kuumbwa Jazz Center _ 
Wave, Shadowbrook 


Warriors play Boston, 
Oakland Coliseum, 8pm 


SUNDAY 
30 


CLUBS 
Greg Kihn Band, Catalyst 
Deluxe, Albatross 
Duane Sousa, JJ’s Pizza 
Ray Jensen, Shadowbrook 
Screaming Memes, 
Kuumbwa Jazz Center 


MONDAY 
31 


CLUBS 
Daddy-O, Catalyst 
Airtight, Crow’s Nest 
High Roller, Wooden Nickel 
Too. Watsonville 


The Grateful Dead, 
Oakland Arena 

Pablo Cruise, Paramount 
Theater, Oakland 

Tom Petty and the 
Heartbreakers with The 
Fabulous Poodles, Oakland 
Coliseum 


Blue Oyster Cult, Cow 
Palace, S.F. 

Elvin Bishop with Maria 
Muldaur, Old Waldorf, S.F. 
Greg Kihn Band, Keystone, 
Palo Alto 


The Rubinoos, Keystone, 
Berkeley 

Jayne (nee Wayne) County 
with Levi and the Rockats, 
Mabuhay Gardens, S.F. 
Woody Herman, Hyatt 
Regency, Union Square, S.F. 


More 
Holiday Tunes 


The walls are red latex, the floor is yellow poly foam, the ceiling is green burlap. Someone 
with a cattle prod told me to tell you this. No, once you get used to this place, you kind of like 
it. They keep it real hot, "bout 92 degrees, and they have these humidifiers going all the time. 
And the window (the one with the bars in front of it and the little wires in it) is always stemed 
over, and the red rubber walls are always dripping as if they were sweating. Yuck! I want out, 
but I can’t go anywhere because someone made off with my Christmas clothes. 

While I was writing that last little bit there, one of the “keepers” (I wouldn’t if I were 
you...) came in here and tacked a sprig of miseltoe on this-damned typewriter, some kinda 
funny fella he is. Does anyone know how to get this ink off my lips? 

Capitola’s Edgewater presents Daddy’o tonight. Jump Street will take the stage on 
Saturday (the 15th.) The Innocents play on the 21 st. and 22nd. and Rags is going to be on 
stage the 29th. For info on the Edgewater shows call 475-6215. 

If your tastes run more to the country side of life, O.T. Price’s Music Hall might just be 
the place. Joe Richie and the Music Hall Band will by there till the 16th and back for a real 
special New Years with all sorts of special guests. Back on the 17th and 18th set your sights 
on Gravel Road, oh, and they are headlining a special Christman Eve Dance. Ifn you need 
some information call the Hall. The phone number is 476-3939 and they are located at 3660 
Soquel Drive. 

Down Monterey way? check out The Club. They are going to have Snail in on the 
20th, Banshee on the 27th, Daddy’o the 30th and on the 3 1st, if you buy a ticket in advance, 
you will party out the old with some un-named (at this date) but sure to be great 
entertainment... The Club is at Alvarado at Del Monte, call it at 646-9244. 

Jingle Bells! Jingle Bells! Oh shucks, I’m having the hardest time geting into the spirits of 
the season. Jingle Bells! Jingle Bells! But my brain won’t hold a tune, all I can hear is “Join 
the In-vay-shunnn...At WD!” Jingle Bells! 

If you find yourself in the south-county area drop by the Wooden Nickle Too (1819 
Freedom Blvd. in Watsonville). The High Rollers will be doing just that tonight. Serapis 
Bey always struck me as a strange name for a band, see them on Saturday and maybe 
someone there will explain it to you. J.B. and The Night Shift will be blues rocking the 
21st., and the Coast Toasties will be coasting toastily — be careful, know your limit and see 


"em the 22nd. No curves thrown on the 28th (that’s Friday) when Spiral takes the stage. 
Cappucino will be doing their spicy thing on the 29th and, to send the year out on its ear, - 


those High Rollers will rock you into a new decade, two four six Eighties; Pm a man and 
you’re a lady. Nice huh? (know what I mean?) If you don’t and you have a question for or 
about show times, prices, directions, names and cetera, Call the Nickle. The number is 724- 
2600. 

If the three letters BOC mean more to you than Born On Catalina, and you like these kinds 
of heavy metal dealings, you have got to see New York’s Blue Oyster Cult. When I last saw 
the Cult back in 1974 they played a raw, rocking show with an incredible finale: Every 


member of the band, (and there was 5 of em) picked up guitars and played their Brains out! It » 


was a great show then and I understand it still is. Buck will boogie, and Cities will Be on 
Flame. No, don’t fear the reaper, just buy tickets, to the show, which is on the 30th, in the 
Civic (nice room). Gamma, fronted by Ron Montrose opens. 

Ohio’s favorite sons, those rubber city rejects DEVO will be bringing home the bacon and 
acting silly in the Civic on the 29th. From what I have heard, DEVO shows are a lot of fun, 
and the audience is sure to be filled with Devotees in all manner of unusual costumery. If you 
can’t get no satisfaction out of this show, well don’t blame me. I don’t know who opens this 
show, and for that I am real sorry. 

Other clubs worth investigating are listed below: 

The Sundowner in Salinas is a County- Western venue. They are at 528 East Alisal, the 
phone number is 424-5111. 

Scopazzi’s in Boulder Creek has live music from Thursday through Sunday, call ’em at 
338-4444. : 

Mr. Toot’s at 221A Esplanade in Capitola features a relaxing atmosphere, tea and coffee, 
and Classical music. 

Foolish Pleasure plays Wednesday though Sunday at the Mediterranean. The 
restaurant is at 265 Center St. in Aptos and the phone number is 688-9849. 

Bob “Bull” Dog and His Hounds play their frisky dance music Wednesday though 
Sunday at The Doghouse Lounge in Palmdale. Torchy scngstress Kay Nine sits in for 
occasional vocals. Call them at Dog-Bark. 

J.J.’s Pizza at Portola and 38th Avenue has music to listen to and it is live and might be 
Folk or Rock or some interesting new combination. Call JJ at 476-0556 and ask just whois 
playing. 

High atop 931 Pacific is the High Country. The flavor is country folk creole, with a jot of 
the Blues, Big room. Small tables. Dance. Bar. 425-5419. 

On the beach, at the mouth of the Yatch Harbor, The Crow’s Nest has one of the nicest 
location in town. They have rock and roll in a nice atmosphere. Call 476-4560 for details. 

Right now the “attendant” is cooking my Christmas Dinner. Oh boy, I can smell that 
tender, tasty bird from here, and those cranberrys, so sweet and tartish. Yeah, great, Wild 
turkey and cranberry juice. Well I hope your's is nice. 

You know, that pink three-foot-tall Sears aluminum Christmas tree they put in here is a 
nice touch, but. But when the sweat dripped off and shorted out the lights...and then the guard 
came in and plinked out all the decorative balls... Well at least they let me open my present. 
“Thanks,” I said. “Just what I always wanted, an iron maiden.” 


' FRI. SAT. SUN. DEC. 14-23 


TONIGHT, THURS., DEC. 13 


‘The best show in town 9 pm, $1.00 


OPEN MIKE 


Two weeks only 
THEATRE OF MAN 
PRESENTS 

DAVID ZARKO’S 


AFFECTIONS 


8:30 pm 

$3.50 General 

$2.50 Students & Seniors 
Sponsored by 
PARSIFAL’S PLAYERS 


SAT., DEC. 15 $2.00 
MIDNIGHT CONCERT 


featuring 


THE STRAIN and TAO CHEMICAL 


MON., DEC. 176 pm 
AUDITIONS 
SAM SHEPARD’S 
COWBOY MOUTH 


one male actor/rock 'n roll guitarist 


TUES., DEC. 18 8:30 $2.00 
NEW WAVE CONCERT 
THE STRAIN and BOB 


EVERY WED Beginning Dec. 19 
OPEN MIKE COMPETITION 
9 pm $1.00 


THURS., DEC. 20 7:30 
AUDITIONS 


the.world of 
SHOLOM 
ALEICHEM 


directed by Dan Bessie 
information 425-0842 


Santa Cruz Art Center 


1001 Center St. 425-5211, Ext. 202 
MON., DEC. 17 thru MON., DEC. 24 
CHILDREN’S CHRISTMAS MATINEES 


Movies, Puppets, Story Telling, Music 
2 pm Daily 


FREE 
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| This Christmas ask for a Vespa-. 
you Il get great mileage all year. 


by Anna Greenleaf 


66 fr 
or spiritual values and creative tradition to con- 
tinue unbroken, we need concrete artifacts, the work of hands, | 


written words to read, images to look at, a dialogue with brave : 


and imaginative women who came before us,” writes Adrienne 
Rich. A connection with the honor that is womanhood now 
and always can be found, too, in contemporary cultural 
offerings such as Rich’s own work, and that of Susan Griffin 
and Mary Daly. Around the hectic, often disorienting holiday 
times, amid celebrations of cultures many of us find foreign or 
unwelcoming, we women would be wise to listen to such 
sustaining voices as these. 

Beyond God the Father and Gyn/Ecology by Mary Daly are 
ambitious lunges toward 4 new thoughtform. Daly presents a 
radical challenge to anti-woman cultures by examining their 
theological underpinnings. The religious ideas we often 
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Season’s readings for feminists 


superficially believe to be obsolete are in effect, Daly asserts, 
in a kind of “world religion of patriarchy” where women are 
feared instead of honored. These books are challenging, and 
spirited in more ways than the titles imply. They are 
multifaceted—I could call them funny and refreshing, but the 
chapters in Gyn/Ecology dealing with the witch trials of 
Europe and the present day tortures of African girls demand 
tears and anger. Both books are important building blocks for 
women seeking to think about the world and themselves 
intelligently without some of the destructive assumptions less 
woman-aware philosophical and ethical works never question. 

Beyond God the Father is now out in paperback. 

Also newly available in paperback, Woman and Nature by 
Susan Griffin is one of those books that doesn’t seem to get on 
lists of “the year’s best books” in the same way it’s said that 
“nothing happened in the seventies.” Women’s achievements, 
however, have a way of finding acknowledgement among 
women nowadays. The two-voice, almost-poetry style with 
which Griffin writes her brilliant analogy between the Earth and 
its women, in nature and in suffering, illuminates this duality. In 
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SCOOTER 


Vespa scooters deliver 70-140.mpg*. Welded unitized 
body hugs ground for comfort and safety. No strad- 
dling. Feet on the floor ride. Direct drive-no chain to 
stretch or break. Electronic ignition, automatic oil 
injection and hydraulic front suspension on top 
models. Hidden spare wheel. Topline P200E is 
freeway legal. 12 month unlimited mileage warranty. ° 


» 1979 Vespa of'America 


Come in for a pre-Christmas test drive. 


- 


MOPED 


Vespa mopeds deliver up to 160 mpg’. Unitized 
frame makes for easy handling and comfort. Engine: 
Rotary induction for efficiency, fan ‘cooling for dura- 
bility. Exclusive variable ratio belt drive delivers extra 
power on hills. Clean quiet ride. 12 month unlimited 
mileage warranty. ° 


*CUNA standards. Yours may vary. Check local laws for operation 
and ownership. Check Vespa limited warranty. 


17th at Brommer 
Santa Cruz 
475-0844 
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its many allusions, perhaps the entire book is a prose poem; it is 
not, however, pretentiously incomprehensible ar difficult to 
read. Griffin unifies the concerns that have grown up around 
planetary wellbeing with the concerns of women as beings 
abused much as the Earth has been. She shows a strong 
command of history. and literature and engages her questions 
without the annoying “New Age” naievete I had feared. 

In Like the Iris of an Eye and Dreams of a Common 
Language, Susan Griffin and Adrienne Rich present poems of 
the seventies. It would be hopeless in this brief form to consider 
these books critically, but they, too, must be mentioned as 
strong contributions to an intellectually earnest artistic expres- 
sion by, for, and about women. Griffin’s work, some of it less 
recent than Rich’s ’74-‘77 collection, is also apparently more 
hopeful that men and women can live together in peace. Rich is 
the more convincing, sensual poet, Griffin’s ordinariness and 
often wonderful humor complement her well, however. The two 
together form a painting of women’s lives and hurts and elated 
successes, as well as intellectual search, on a huge canvas with a 
lavish pallette. 


Lifespring continued 


The first was a man in his 40s whose diabetes flared up 
whenever he had a problem with a woman. The second was a 
young woman who said her father tried to rape her when she 
was 14. The third was woman in a wheelchair who had broken 
her back in a car accident. 

To judge who was the greatest victim, the trainer held a 
hand over each of the three in turn and the group voted by 
applauding for their favorite. The woman in the wheelchair 
won. 

The trainees then paired off and performed an exercise 
which demonstrated that both victims and winners were 
responsible for themselves. The three contest victims then 
shared with the the group what they had learned. 

The diabetic man decided he was actually psychosomatic. 
The second woman said she had probably encouraged sexual 
advances from her father to compensate for the normal love 
she didn’t receive. The trainer told the crippled woman that he 
sensed she was a very powerful person who couldn’t deal with 
that power, so she set herself up to have the car accident 

which disabled her. 

The success of the Lifespring is partly dependent on the 
tremendous group pressure to conform that emerges when 
111 people spend five days together. The trainers use 
authoritarian methods to manipulate the human desire to 
belong. 

During the first day or two, the trainers willingly acknow- 
ledge any skepticism. Later, by a wink or the use of sarcasm, 
they encourage the group to silence dissenters. By the end, 
known dissenters are not allowed to address the group—the 
trainer does not recognize them when they want to speak, and 
they are not given microphones. My criticisms were silent, or 
shared with the other dissatisfied people I found. 

On the fourth day of training, one young woman stood up to 
address the group. She said that for the first few days she had 
seen nothing of value in the training. But, she continued, she 
had asked herself how she could be right and 100 others could 

- wrong. On that basis she now thought the training was 

ituable. 


The trainer smiled broadly when he heard this, and the : 


up applauded the woman. The odds are further stacked 

4inst dissenters in a most frightening way. If anyone did not 

‘ee with a process or a belief in the training, it was 

nsidered a problem. The training itself could never be 

ong. Any disagreement was summarily dismissed by a 

iriation of this argument: “You're just not trying hard 
-nough; you don’t want to get into it; you’re unwilling or 
alraid to let yourself go and experience the training.” 

J called the Lifespring area di. ector after the training ended 
and asked for my $250 dollar refund. There was no argument 
about the refund, but he wanted to know why. When I told 
sim some of my. objections to the training, he said in true 
" ifespring form, “I’m open to that.” 

Pacific News Service 


a fe ah wed oe & 


fe ee kee: le a ee dod 


rest w Vee we NE CU 


Reading 
for 
breeding 


by Carter Young 


ooks are excellent gifts for all who can read, but there 

can be problems finding gifts for the regular bookworm. 

Thousands of new titles come out every year, but your 
bookworm has probably already read most of the bestsellers’ 
list. Before you give up and consider a houseplant, give any of 
the following writers a chance. Their novels and story collect- 
ions would make pleasant surprises for even the most erudite 
reader. 

And more often than not, from sea to shining sea, the names 
of Larry McMurtry, Thomas McGuane, Grace Paley, and 
John Hawkes are little known. Among their peers in fiction 
however, these four writers receive enthusiastic praise far out 
of proportion to their sales. In divergent ways these four can 
be considered “‘writers’ writers.” They are masters of the art 
of language and the craft of telling stories. Reading a book by 
any of them is akin to being bathed in the incandescence of 
genius. 

These writers may at first seem difficult to read: each page 
is dense with the richness of life and its mysteries, requiring a 
greater comittment from the reader than most popular fiction. 
The key to enjoying these writers is to let their uncanny 
rythmns catch you in the swells, then ride with the intense joys 
and shocks as an active participant in the affair. Just like 
making love, you’ve got to care. 

These writers have come in for a fair share of criticism, as 
do most people pushing the limits. But these four should be 
considered superior writers because they have a larger dose of 
imagination in their creative mix and they possess sensibili- 
ties that illuminate the extraordinary in modern life. 

Of the four, Larry McMurtry is the most conventional 
stylist and perhaps the most familiar name. His first novel 
was made into the exquisite Hud (starring Paul Newman and 
Patricia Neal). McMurtry also collaborated with Peter 
Bogdanavich on the screenplay for The Last Picture Show— 
a nearly literal transcription of his novel by the same name. 
From these movies you might assume that McMurtry merely 
writes westerns and dismiss him as just another minor 
regionalist. That would be a mistake. 

McMurtry’s characters are firmly rooted Texans who 
make occasional forays out to California, but this concrete 
sense of place is no more limiting to McMurtry than it was to 
Faulkner. The awesome vista of the Texas plains serves as a 
backdrop for skillfully narrated dramas about the universal 
problems of alienation and lack of fulfillment. This is the 
modern West, and a collection of drifters, frustrated women, 
and eccentric millionaires try to think of something to do now 
that the frontier has closed. The scene is perfect for heart- 
breaks, but also for the most comic misadventures; McMurtry 
handles both with consummate grace. His strength is the well- 
developed and honest characterization, and he puts this skill 
to the greatest test in his last novels. They feature women 
protagonists who never once fall to the level of caricature. 
This is a feat few male writers attempt, let alone pull off with 

any success. Of McMurtry’s seven novels, I’d start with The 
Last Picture Show, a bittersweet look at growing up, and A// 
My Friends Are Going to Be Strangers, a classic tale of a 
loner on the road. 

Like McMurtry, Thomas McGuane has worked with films, 
directing his own 92 in the Shade and writing Rancho Deluxe 

and Missouri Breaks. Aside from this, and the fact they both 
went to Stanford writing school during the ’60s, they share 
little common ground. While McMurtry pans for realism, 
McGuane mines the absurdist vein where the improbable will 
happen whether you like it or not. McMurtry uses a warm tone 


| for his nafrative and McGuane employs language as cold and 
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“McGUANE IS A WRITING FOOL. 


THE BUSHWHACKED PIANO IS A TROVE OF PLEASURES 
AND NO MAN I'D CARE TO DRINK WITH WOULD DIS- 
LIKE 17."' —Geoffrey Wolff Time 


BUY IT, READ IT. IF YOU DON'T LIKE IT I'LL GIVE. YOU 
YOUR MONEY BACK." —William Eastlake, 
__author of Castle Keep 


“BRILLIANT, FUNNY WRITING ON EVERY PAGE” 
[oe = J THE NEW YORI TIMES (= ) 


brilliant as a diamond. 
For McGuane and his characters, the problems is what to 
do when you are rich, intelligent, and prone to depravity. 
Their solution is to run down the dark side of the American 
Dream with a self-destructive vengeance. McGuane invades 
Hemingway’s turf in Key West and upstate Michigan and 
pronounces that the republic and its citizens are quite messed- 
up. The land and its culture is being rent asunder by 
industrialists and their breed on one side and degenerate 
locals on the other: both sides are drunk to the gills and 
heavily armed. In such situations the characters try their best 
to have fun and speed the crisis along to a hellish climax. 

America is a dark continent to McGuane, one with women 
as neurotic as the men, but less important to the story because 
they are not as apt at corruption and violence—McGuane’s 
primary concerns. Within the limits of such a perverse vision, 
his style has the brilliance and clarity of Tanqueray gin. 
Because of the risks he takes with a story line, McGuane’s 
four novels are an uneven group, with the best being The 
Sporting Club and incomparable 92 in the Shade. Both are 
loosely about staying honest on the edge. 

If McGuane and his tall tales of men in the outdoors 
doesn’t quite fit the bill, then give Grace Paley and her stories 
about urban women and children a try. Unlike the other 
writers in this survey, Paley is strictly a short story writer. The 
vastness of the novel is replaced with the precision required 
by a style where every word counts. Within this compressed 
form Paley has few peers. The. effects she creates a careful 
choice of words is dazzling. When combined into sentences 
she evokes rythmns and images associated more with poetry 
than prose. Such a style runs the continuous risk of over- 
running the plot, but Paley always remains in firm control of 
her material. Nothing ever seems artificial or less than proper 
in her stories of lust, vibrancy, and disappointment. Rather 
than going for the grand drama, Paley finds the signifigance of 
everyday situations and feelings—perhaps the hardest task in 
fiction. 

The only bad thing about all this only two collections of 
Paley stories exist: The Little Disturbances of Man and the 
less boisterous Enormous Changes at the Last Minute. 

According to Thomas McGuane, the most intelligent 
American writer today is John Hawkes. Since the appearance 
of The Cannibals in 1949 (written when Hawkes was an 
undergraduate at Harvard), he has been worthy of the highest 
praise. Like Paley, he is now middle-aged and teaching at an 
East Coast university, but time has not blunted the sharp edge 
that places Hawkes in the vanguard of experimental writing. 
Most of his books are set in Europe, and in style and 
substance he is closer to the continental surrealists than 
anyone in the US. 

The world of John Hawkes is the world of the night: 
sensuality and dreams, sex and death. He is sensitive to our 
secret desires for satisfaction that the banalaties of life repress 
until they explode as nightmares. On such treacherous footing 
Hawkes never slips; he doesn’t resort to showing us revolvers 
with beards or other such hallucinations. Nothing occurs in 
his novels that couldn’t happen in our waking lives. In his 
latest works Hawkes shows a mastery over description and 
imagination that is phenomenal. In Travesty he gives us a 180 
page monologue that never flags in its intensity or ability to 
hold the reader’s interest. The.sensuality of his books are so 
rich that they almost drip with eroticism. Out of Hawkes’ 
heady assortment, my favorites are Travesty and Death, 
Sleep and the Traveler.) 
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Plaza Books 


STORIES 
SHORT 
AND 

SHARP 


I, etcetera 
by 


Susan Sontag 


Vital, reckless fiction by 
one of America’s foremost 
writers 


$2.95 
a Vintage book 


Tales 
of the 
Unexpected 


by 


Roald Dahl 


A collection of eerie 
masterpieces 


$2.95 
a Vintage book 


* 
We also have 
The Sidewalk Companion 
to Santa Cruz Architecture 
and Ghost Towns of 
the Santa Cruz Mountains 


PLAZA BOOKS/PAPERVISION 
1111 Pacific Ave. 
Santa Cruz, CA 95060 
425-1111 
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Zarko | 
Spdake 99 


en I moved to San Francisco I thought I knew 

Wi theatre was about. I had very definite ideas 

about what form it should take and on how to 

provoke an audience into thought and emotion. During the 

ensuing eight months I have been shocked, puzzled, bored, 

enthused, appalled, and elated by the various presentations I 
have seen that were defined as theatrical. 

NowI’m not sure what theatre is, but Ido think [ve a better 
—although unutterable—idea of where it comes from. This 
turn-around is not merely the result of avid theatre-going 
either, it is the natural product of the city. San Francisco’s 
streets are filled with a bewildering variety of people, each 
expressing their own peculiar viewpoint, and its theatres 
reflect this. The challenge is to get beyond the viewpoint, to 
embrace it so that you can feel the heart beating inside. It is 
from this confrontation with the people and the variety of the 
city that Affections grows. 

Affections is in three parts, but what connects them is not 
plot or common characters— it is something else. For lack of a 
more elegant word, the connecting element could be called 
“theme” except for its literary connotations. But if“‘theme”’ is 
taken musically or in terms of pictorial composition, then it is 
closer to the word I am looking for. 


Springing off of this, I have come to regard this play as a 


kind of theatrical sonata or triptych. Theme shows itself in the 
kinds of relationships which form, and in the words and 


’ rhythms that echo back and forth between parts. The play 


gains a wholeness as a result of resonance and appropriate 
placement rather than through a logical, deliniated statement. 

The play is not logical or linear anyway. Even in its 
realism the pieces grow from a point and expand in several 
directions at once, filling a space rather than transiting it. 
Viewing it as a musical or pictorial helps key into its special 
nature by making it more difficult to reduce it to a series of 
intellectual statements. Affections has no intention of making 
proclamations or defining existence as this or that. What it 
does intend is to portray a struggle, between communion and 
cynicism if you will, and in the portrayal to enlarge the 
audience’s embrace. 

Affections will open in Santa Cruz on December 14th and 
play Fridays, Saturdays, and Sundays through December 
23rd at the Center Street Theatre (1001 Center Street). 
Curtain is at 8:30 and tickets are $3.50 general and $2.50 for 
students and seniors, Affections will then move to San 
Francisco, where it will be at the Performance Space. 


1101 Cedar $t 
Santa Cruz 
423 3949 
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Chops in Pop: 


Rock and Roll Forgottens 


by Kid Cobalt 


ad to say, but some of the finest noise ever pressed into 

Si has never reached those ears desiring something 

resh and innovative. Lounging in dusty back bins are 

some forgotten classics, records that never found their 

- market. Victims of bad promotion, conservative buying 

trends, or an artist’s popularity slump, any of the records on 

this list could worm their way onto your favorite list if you 

take the chance. There’s also some ringers in here that you 
might have forgotten about. 


vy The New York Dolls 

We'll start this parade with some precursors to the modern 
new wave. Led by David Johanssen and Sylvain Sylvain, the 
brash Dolls were one of the most outrageous groups to appear 
in 1973. With their minimalist instrumental sensibilities and 
hurts-so-bad vocal rage, these street hustlers lived up to their 
last album’s title: Too Much Too Soon. Their two releases on 
Mercury are now collected into a double album. 


yy The Dictators—Go Girl Crazy 

Groundbreakers in the New York dumb rock league that 
later fostered the Ramones, the Dicks had a definite lack of 
good taste on their first album. But good taste has nothing to 
do with class. And when you’ve got Handsome Dick 
Manitoba crooning away on Sonny and Cher’s “I Got You 
Babe,” you’ve got enough class to open a school. This album 
includes the origiaal version of “California Sun” and other 
big beat classics. 


yx Television—Marquee Moon 

Two bands broke out of vaguely arty circles in 1978, but 
one of them had a more accessible sound and the name 
Talking Heads. Television made two obscure albums, received 
critical raves, then broke up over personality shit-fits. With 
eerie rhythms and the crystalline guitar— and obtuse lyrics— 
of Tom Verlaine, Television takes a while to soak in—no 
sledgehammers around here—but that doesn’t mean they’re 
not good. 


vy Iggy and the Stooges—Raw Power 

Iggy’s Ok now, but he’s had a buttfull of blues before. In 
1973 he and the Stooges met up with David Bowie, Iggy’s 
present main-man. La Bowie produced this album, and it 
rocks with the ragged intensity that comes from years of hurt. 
Most of the songs on this album make “Suffragette City” 
sound like a Perry Como Christmas show. Includes the punk 
anthem “‘Search and Destroy.” 


yy Son Seals—Midnight Son 

The blues are sadder than an empty bottle of Johhny 
Walker, but don’t fret, Son Seals has got the cure. The best of 
the new breed of blues guitarists coming out of Chicago, Seals 
has the guts it takes to get to the core and the skill to pull it out. 
Taking good things from jazz, rock, and even country, Seals 
and his band add them to a solid blues base and then make 
some smoke. For all who love uninhibited electric guitar. 


yy MC5—Kick Out the Jams 

Political revolution doesn’t mean much in American music 
anymore, but the MCS took it semi-seriously in the late 60s. 
The MCS was a mouthpiece for the White Panthers (a radical 
group based in Michigan), and one of the original heavy metal 
bands. A live album, Kick Out the Jams is the loudest music 
ever put to record—a special cutting machine had to be used 
to cut extra wide grooves. The perfect album for getting 
twisted. 


xx Suzy Quatro 


Ms. Quatro didn’t always sing so cute. A veteran of = 


Detroit rock and roll wars that also spawned Bob Seger and 
Ted Nugent, the diminutive bassist dressed in black leather 
for her first album. Working on the premise that big and fast is 
as good for music as it is for linebackers, Quatro rocks harder 
than most women before or since. This one’s worth it just for 
her version of “I Want to Be Your Man.” 


yx Lou Reed and the Velvet Underground—Live 1969 


Lou Reed has been called many things, but few have said 


that he wasn’t creative. Recorded on a cassette player at a 
Dallas club, this two record set has all the big songs (except 
Sister Ray) that made the Velvets possibly the best American 
band of the 60s. Softer and more intricate than Reed’s Rock 
and Roll Animal, this is the music you need for that 
transcendental opium voyage. 


xx Bob Seger—Beautiful Loser 

After paying years of dues on the sweaty Midwest tavern 
circuit, Seger got his mojo working with “Night Moves.” 
Beautiful Loser is the album that came before that break- 
through, and it features the same infectious mixture of soulful 
ballads and straight-on rockers. This album has the Chuck 
Berry inspired “Kathmandu,” the only song that ever made 
me call up a radio station and ask who was responsible for the 
glorious noise. 


vv Delbert McClinton—Genuine Cowhide 

Once called the blackest white man in Texas music, 
Delbert is a hardened romantic who learned his chops playing 
harp behind such illuminaries as Howling Wolf, Muddy 
Waters, and T-Bone Walker. His new Keeper of the Flame is 
finally getting him much-deserved airplay, but this one from a 
few years back is probably the essential Delbert. The man 
sings about one subject—love—in one way— with soul. 


xx Dave Edmunds—Get It 

A singer and guitarist, Edmunds is best known for his work 
with Nick Lowe in Rockpile, a good rocking outfit. With Ger 
It, the gifted Britisher pays homage to the American music he? 
cut his teeth on. A mix of pure rock and country, the album 
opens with one of the great road songs: Bob Seger’s “Get Out 
of Denver.” It moves like a 454 Chevy kicking down into 
second gear. 


The New York Dolls want you to pick them up. 
- They’ve been waiting—for a long time. 


vy Boz Scaggs 

Boz is a big boy now, but things were different when he gave 
up his guitar spot in Steve Miller’s band to find his own brand 
of fame. In this debut album, Scaggs shows off the silky voice 
that goes with soul like beer goes with barbeque. And then 
there is the classic ‘Loan Me a Dime,” a swirling 11-minute 
blues montage featuring the exquisite guitar work of Duane 
Allman. 


x Van Morrison—Veedon Fleece 

Morrisson—like his contemporary Bob Dylan—has gone 
in so many directions during his career that he should be given 
an honorary degree in mapmaking. In 1974 the ex-angry- 
young-man offered the world his masterpiece. Although it 
received some critical praise, Veedon Fleece wasn’t what the 
buyers wanted from the creator of “Gloria.” The moody 
Morrison went on a three-year bender after this commercial 
failure. This is a fine album filled with mystical allusions, 
daring arrangements, and dramatic tension. “Linden Arden 
Stole the Highlights” proves the superiority of Van the man’s 
voice. 


yy John Mayall with Eric Clapton—Bluesbreakers 

A team of Clapton, Mick Fleetwood, and John McVie isn’t 
too shoddy— and Mayall is one of the best bandleaders. This 
is the maximum British blues album, the one that elicited the 
“Clapton is God” talk in Britain. A tightly paced album 
without much fat or showboating, it marked Clapton’s singing 
debut. It also contains “‘Slow Hand’s” most fervent and 
righteous guitar playing. 
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“Star Trek is Dreck”—-Deck 


by Deck Hazen 


ell, you’ve probably heard all the hype by now: it 
W:5-« somewhere between $40 and $50 million to 

produce and promote; it is being released in over 
900 theaters for Christmas, etc., etc. 

There seems little point in rehashing it all. 

Unfortunately, there is also little point in rehashing the 
plot—though I thought I would for this review before I saw the 
movie. 

Sadly, the plot, the acting the special effects, the *‘vision” 
—the whole production is everything you’ ve ever seen, read, 
heard about, or guessed at as regards a multi-bucks sci-fi 
movie, all rolled into one, and sometimes overrolled. 

To get it out of the way, Star Trek is an enormously 
impressive conglomeration of special effects, some of which 
have been seen before (a la 2001, Close Encounters, Star 
Wars, Space 1995, and the old Star Trek show), and some of 
which have not—the matte shots are sweeping—but a few 
minutes into the picture, it all blends into a kind of sameness. 

I went to the movie hoping that Gene Roddenberry would 
show us “the next generation” in this genre. Indeed, it would 
have been, if it had come out before Star Wars. But it didn’t. 

Perhaps Star Trek will signal the end to this over-amped hi- 
tech bubble gum. 

Nobody likes special effects more than me. I ate acid 
bunches of times to get pressed into the back of my fifth-row- 
center seat during the “planet scene” of 2001, I’ve seen every 
Star Trek episode at least five times, etc., etc. 

Maybe I’m just getting old, but I really started yawning 
after the first ten minutes of matte shots revealing the inside of 
Star Trek’s “killer” planet. 

On top of it all, the whole thing was shot so dark that much 
of the impact was lost (or perhaps the darkness was a cover- 
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up ca the impact toa have been lost ifw we chad been shown 
the mattes more clearly). 

My last lament is that, while Roddenberry and the 
Enterprise broke very new ground in quality science fiction 
by recruiting real science fiction writers for TV work, that 
quality has given way to special effects “bang-bang.” 

Even with our intensely personal insights into the Star 
Trek characters (built up over years of faithful viewing and re- 
viewing) the movie characters are thin, their motivations are 
superficial, their interactions are overwhelmed by computer- 


geeorated : zoom shake: 

For example, Spock resolves the contradiction in his dual- 
ancestry, (a critical part of the Spock character, and the Star 
Trek series) but nobody in the movie (or in the theater) 
seemed to care much. 

The movie, like the “killer cloud” that serves as its 
focus,blows up, dissipates, leaving the earth untouched. 

I guess it’s the kind of movie you have to get blasted before 
you can enjoy.0) 


1515 Pacific Garden Mall 
Santa Cruz. CA 95060 
Integrand Design 426-4717 
Store hours: 

10 am to 6 pm 

Monday through Saturday 
Sunday 12 noon to 5 pm 


Special on Marimekko 
T-Shirts and Mykenos 
Cotton Sweaters 
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Santa Cruz 


RECYCLED STEREO PLUS 


“Twice the stereo for HALF THE PRICE— 


Authentic Sicilian Square Pizza 
2415 Mission Street 423-9010 


that’s the greatest proposition 
I’ve ever hoid!!” 
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MIXING AND MATCHING NEW & USED COMPONENTS 
TO INSURE QUALITY MUSIC REPRODUCTION 


Behind Odyssey Records ¢ 811 FRONT STREET e 425-PLUS | 
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Our study has revealed that 
nine out of ten Santas 
recommend books as great gifts. 
Bookshop Santa Cruz 
and Bookworks Aptos 
~ have something for everyone’s interest 
and budeet. 
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BCORSHOP MANTA CUZ 


1547 Pacific Garden Mall (408) 423-0900 


BCORWOPR AMOS 


Rancho Del Mar Shopping Center (408) 688-4554 


| 
9 
a 
| 
| 
i 
i 
i 
fi 
1 
ti 
i} 
! 
fi 
i 
i 
t 
| 


